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the small tables for a social meal. There were comfortable
corners for intimate conversation, and desks for men who
wanted to catch up in their correspondence. All such accom-
modations seemed particularly agreeable at that moment.
"We correspondents had many friends in the army. Their
importance for us was not measured by bars, oak-leaves,
eagles, and stars on the shoulder-straps of uniforms, but by
the intelligence and personality of the individuals. Hence, our
guests were privates, corporals, and sergeants, along with com-
missioned officers, generals not excluded. Rank was left on
the doormat when rank entered the Razzberry Club. Our
mess table often found a private of the rear rank chatting
over disguised corn beef with a man who commanded divi-
sions. No other group of people could have formed such a
club. No other circumstances would have permitted this
camaraderie which swept military rank to the winds. Special
distinctions were not forgotten, but they were momentarily
equalized once within the portals. The rank and file of the
A.E.F. included some of the best American manhood and
intellect. The commissioned ranks were made up of men
worthy of their salt, but in the great conglomeration which
was the hurriedly assembled and quickly trained whole, there
were some "awful dumb-bells" wearing the Sam Browne belt,
This somewhat solemn preamble might give the wrong no-
tion of the club, but its very name ought to dispel any mis-
take as to its nature, for while the correspondents certainly
achieved some serious work there, we had plenty of off time
in which we played. "We both worked and played with real
zest, although as was natural to men just recovered from
war, our playtime was our best time. Our guests found
this true, and in every instance seemed to fall in with the
club spirit with all bars down.
General Pershing was an occasional guest of the club, where